The contention of the two famous Hottfes, 

Bi others to go feeke elic-vvhere, but in votir madneflc 
You bury brother-hood. 

Edtv. Alas poorc Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content, 

Why man be of good chcere, lie prouide thee one. 

CU. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your felfe, 

That ye fhall giue me leauc to make my choife 
As I thinke good : and to that intent 
I fhortly mcane to lcaue you. 

£drv. Leaue me,or tarry, I am full refolu’d, 

Edward^will not be ty’d to his brothers w'illes, 
ftu. My Lords, do me but right. 

And you mud confcflfc, before it pleafd his highneffe 
T o aduanccjny (late to Title ot a Qucenc 
1 hat I was not ignoble from my birth. 

£drv, Forbeare my Loue to fawnc vpon their frownes 
For thee they mull obey, nay fhallobey. 

And if they looke for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord, here is the MelTenger return’d from France. 

Enter Afe/fenger* 

Ed. Now firra^what letters i Or what newes ? 

Mef. No Letters my Lord, 

And fuch Newes, as without your highnefle pardon, 

I darenot relate. 

« pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me, 

W hat {aide Lewis to our Letters ? 

• CMef. At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 

Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending oucr Maskers, 

To reuell it with him,and his new bride. 

Ed, Is Lewis io braue i Belike, he thinkes me Henry. 

But what fayde Lady 'Bona to thefe wrongs ? 

tjftief. Tell him, quoth fhe, in hope heel proue a widdower 
Shortly, He weare a willow Garland for his fake. 

Ed. She had the wrong, 

Indeed Ihe could fay little Idle. But what faid Henries Qyeene, 







Tor he and LancaBer. 

For as I heare, fhe was then in place ? 

^/e/.Tell him quoth fhe, my mourning weeds be done, 
And I am ready to put armour on, 

Ed. Then belike Hie meanes to play the Amazon. 

But what {'aide tVarwicke to thefe iniuries ? 

Mef. He more incenfed then the reft my Lord, 

Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore llevncrownehim er’t belong. 

Ed. Ha, durft the Traitor breath out fuch proud words? 

But I will arrr.e me to preuent the worft. 

But what is tVarwicke friends with Margaret ? 

Mef.l my good Lord, they are fo linkt in friendfhip. 

That young Prince Edward marries fcarwickes daughter. 

Cla. The elder, belike Clarence fhall haue the yonger. 

All you that loue me and IVarwtcke follow me. 

Exit Clarence and Sorrier fet. 
£d. Clarence and Somerfet fled to Warwick. f. 

What fay you brother Bicbardy will you Hand to vs ? 

<jlo. I my Lord, in defpigh t of all that fhall withftand you. 
For why hath Nature made me halt dow'ne right, 

But that 1 fhould be valiant and fland to it : 

For if I would, I cannot runn’e away, 

£dw. Penbrooke, go raife an army prefently^ 

Pitch vp my Tent ; for in the field this night 
I meane to reft, and on the morrow morne. 

He march to meetc proud tvarwicke,e re he land 
Thofe ftragling troopcs which he hath got in France. 

But ere I go, Montague and Haft tugs. 

You aboue all the reft arc neere allyed 
In blood to tVarwicke : therefore tell me. 

If you fauour him more then me, or not. 

Speake truly, for I had rather hauc you open enem ies , 

Then hollow friends.- 

Trlontt So God helpe Montague , as he proues true. 

Haft. And Haftings, as he fauour s Edwards caufe, 

Edw, It flullfumce, Come then let’s march away. 

Exeunt omnes . 
O 3 Enter 
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